28    FORTY YEARS IN AND OUT OF PARLIAMENT

sea sweeps the shores of the island and one of the finest sports in
the world is to go out on one of the native catamarans piloted by
an Hawaiian and then, as you near the shore, be pushed overboard
and be swept ashore by the surf, I have three times made the
journey by train from the Pacific coast to the Atlantic, twice from
Vancouver and once from San Francisco. In these days you speed
over the continent by aeroplane and I cannot believe in the future
people will make the long four-day journey by Pullman, which is
wearisome in the extreme, except of course the part over the
Rockies, which is a great experience and rivals any mountain
scenery in the world. In those days trains had a way of breaking
down and it was quite a common experience, in making a connection,
to catch the train of the day before which had been held up by some
fault in the engine or some block on the line.

But the main purpose of my journey was not sightseeing but
romance.

I did reach London safely. I found my lady-love waiting for
me at the station. We married on no less a date than ist April,
1901, and we spent our honeymoon journeying back to New Zealand.
One incident I must mention here because it is amusing to look back
upon. We travelled across France to catch the Orient liner at
Marseilles, and stayed the night at Paris. My wife had one
ambition and that was to go for a ride on the latest invention of
modern engineering, the motor-car. Motor-cars were virtually
prohibited in England and the regulation still remained that no
mechanically propelled vehicle should go on the road without being
preceded by a man with a red flag! And so we searched Paris to
find one of these curious vehicles and as a great treat for my bride
took her for half an hour's drive in the Bois.

Perhaps one of the best experiences of this honeymoon visit to
New Zealand was the walk we took from Lady Wanaka to Milford
Sound through the bush and across the range of mountains. I
believe these days the route is properly opened, but forty-four years
ago there was only a rough track and we had to sleep in the most
primitive bushman's hut with no bedding but tree fern, carrying
our food on our backs. The scenery in its variety and beauty is
unrivalled anywhere in the world and, at any rate in those days,
completely unspoilt by the hand of man. Only one thing marred
our pleasure and that was the plague of sand-flies and we had to
wear thick nets over our heads which we couldn't move for a moment
without being bitten to death- I used to forget that I was wearing
this wretched net, and start to light my pipe through it. There
are dozens of waterfalls along the route, and I remember the
pleasure after a stuffy and restless night in one of the huts, to get
up and stand under one of these falls and have my morning bath.